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​Prologue 
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It had been a relatively mild winter when Angel stepped into The Memorial Hospital. Nevertheless, gusts of arctic winds sweeping through the Rocky Mountains and into Craig had convinced him to land and walk into the warm building rather than fly. Instead of sitting in the waiting room, he chose to wander the halls.

After passing through a set of double doors, Angel found himself peering through a large panel of glass. Staring back at him were four infant children. His appetite began to grow as he realized no one was watching over these potential quick meals. *Hell...* Angel thought to himself, *...this is better than McDonald’s.* Just beyond the glass, he spotted a door with a placard that read “Nursery.”

—-
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IT WAS ABOUT SIX O’CLOCK in the evening on December 28th when Dr. Viguil prepared to head home after his shift. As he walked through the final hallway of the pediatrics wing, he rounded the corner just in time to see a young boy enter the nursery. “Hey!” the doctor called out, but he was a moment too late. The heavy wooden door latched shut.

“Oh, hi there,” a woman’s voice called out as Dr. Viguil reached the door. He placed his hand on the handle and turned to see a nurse approaching.

“Well, hello there, Mrs. Peterson,” the doctor responded. “How are you this evening?”

“I’m doing okay... I just...” she began.

—-
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JUST BEFORE THE DOOR latched behind him, Angel heard the loud voice of an older man in the hallway. Quietly, he approached one of the four clear cribs positioned in front of a large window. To one side of the window was a pull string for curtains that hung on the opposite end. Quickly but silently, Angel tugged on the strings until the view from the hallway was completely obstructed. Turning around, he found himself the center of attention for four pairs of eyes.

Angel walked back to the infant closest to the door. Carefully, he stepped onto his tiptoes and reached into the crib to pick up the restless baby, who stared back at him, sucking on its fists. Lifting the infant over the edge of the plastic crib, Angel cradled the child with one hand supporting its back and the other arm bearing its weight. With the baby’s head resting on his shoulder, Angel sniffed the soft skin at the crook of its neck and then opened his jaws wide.

Just before his canines closed around the tender flesh, Angel licked the warm skin, causing the infant to giggle and squirm in his arms. He tilted the baby back to look at its face, which smiled up at him. “What are you smiling about?” Angel whispered. In response, the baby kicked its legs and returned its fist to its mouth, staring at him with wide eyes. “You know...” Angel murmured, “...I think I like you. What’s your name?” Stepping back toward the crib, Angel read the name printed on the headboard and the child’s wristband: *Michael Dale Hall.* “Well, Michael... today is your lucky day.”

As the words left Angel’s mouth, the wooden door flew open, and a man in blue scrubs entered. “Who are you, young man?” the man asked, looking down at Angel.

“Ah... Michael’s big brother,” Angel lied.

“I’m sorry, but no one is allowed in here,” the man said firmly, lifting Michael out of Angel’s arms. “You can look at your brother through the window.” After placing the infant back in the crib, the man opened the curtains covering the large window.

Not wanting to attract attention, Angel complied and followed the man out of the room. He stopped in front of the window, watching as the man disappeared around the corner. Moments later, Angel slipped back into the nursery.

He immediately closed the curtains again and returned to Michael’s crib. The baby smiled up at him as their eyes met. Reaching into his pocket, Angel pulled out a pocket knife and opened it. “Michael... I won’t let this hurt too much,” he whispered. He lifted Michael’s hand to the edge of the crib and slashed the soft tissue on the back of the child’s left hand. A stream of blood welled up from the cut. The smile vanished from Michael’s face, but he didn’t cry as Angel licked the warm blood from his hand. After one long swipe of his tongue, Angel held Michael’s hand tightly and glanced around the room.

On the opposite side of the nursery door, Angel spotted what he was looking for: a button with instructions beside it that read, *Press button for help.* He released Michael’s hand and turned to leave. Standing in the doorway, he glanced both ways down the hall before stepping out. Quickly, he pressed the button and darted down the hallway.

Seconds later, as Angel reached the end of the hall, he turned at the sound of the nursery door opening. Two women entered the room. “I wonder which one of you four pressed that button,” one of them said loudly. Without another thought, Angel slipped out of the hospital into the cold night air and headed home.
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​Chapter 1 
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It was unusually warm for the time of year, almost forty degrees, and just two days shy of New Year’s. Considering that Corina had managed another Christmas without her beloved and deeply missed husband, she found it striking—even to herself—that she had happily accepted an invitation to the New Year’s celebration at the police department. “I can’t believe you guys talked me into this,” Corina said as she snuggled between her oldest son, Malachi, and Tommy. “There isn’t anyone working there anymore who was there before I retired.”

“We know, Mom,” Malachi said, draping his arm over her shoulders. “But it should go well, especially since Tommy and Nicole are both coming with us.” He pulled his mom closer as they sat in the back seat of Macaulay and Lovisa’s car. “Everyone at the P.D. knows them—or at least Tommy, anyway.”

“Well,” Macaulay chimed in, glancing at the rearview mirror. As his eyes met the reflection, the bright lights from the other half of the family tailgating them illuminated his face. “You’ll know everyone soon enough, Grandma. Here we are.”

To ensure everyone could enjoy the New Year’s celebration, the police department had scheduled their event a day or two early. This routine was meant to avoid interruptions from calls about out-of-control celebrations. Coincidentally, this particular day also marked the retirement of one of the officers. “This ought to be quite a celebration,” Corina remarked as the car came to a stop. Just as she finished speaking, Malachi opened his door, providing instant relief from the feeling of being packed like sardines. Stepping out after him, Corina narrowly avoided an ankle-deep puddle and the path of BobbyJon and Dawndee’s truck as she cleared the small lake that covered half the parking lot.

“Are you okay, Grandma?” Dawndee asked, jumping out of the truck. From her perspective, it looked like her grandmother had almost fallen.

“Yeah, I’m fine, honey,” Corina replied. “I just wish I’d known ahead of time that I’d need a bathing suit to attend this party.” Once on the sidewalk, which led to the basement level of the building, Corina waited for Tommy to catch up so he could lead the way into the police department. As they proceeded, it became clear to Corina that not much had changed in the layout of the building. They stopped at the bottom of the stairs as Tommy pressed a button that quickly caught the dispatcher’s attention through a few panels of glass. Moments later, a mechanical popping sound signaled the door unlocking, and Tommy pushed it open. The family filed in behind him, turning right down a hallway that led to a large room with two tables placed end to end, forming one long table. To the left, just as they entered, was an office crowded with off-duty and on-duty officers, staff, and their families. The group paused as the loud chorus of everyone singing congratulations to the retiring officer echoed through the building.

Angel lingered behind the others as they entered the basement level. While the family walked down the hallway toward the large room, Angel’s gaze turned to two jail cells on the right side of the hall. In one of the cells, a man stood facing the window, seemingly staring directly at him. “That’s alright...” A man’s voice boomed from behind Angel, causing him to jump. As a hand grasped his shoulder, Angel spun mid-air, completing a roundhouse kick that came within inches of Chief Chuck Kibby’s nose. “Whoa, slow down there, little one,” Chuck said, jumping back. The sudden noise, louder than the celebration in the office, drew the attention of the rest of the DeClue and Southern family, who now stared at Angel and Chuck. Angel landed on the floor in a karate stance, looking as though he was defending his life. “As I was saying,” Chuck continued softly, “that window is one-way glass. The man in there can’t see you.”

“Oh,” Angel said, relaxing. “In that case, I’m sorry for scaring you.” He extended his left hand to shake the older man’s hand. “My name is Angel. I’m here with my family.” Moments later, the two joined the others.

“Hey, guys,” Tommy called out as the group peered into the crowded office. “We’re here.” Instantly, all eyes turned to them as the retiring officer stood up from the desk. “Hey, Officer Russell,” the man said over the noise. “Come on in.”

As Tommy’s coworker spoke, Corina froze, staring at the man in shock. Simultaneously, Ronnie and Malachi seemed to lose their balance, reaching out for support. Malachi clutched his head as both men were flooded with snapshot images of the man staring back at them. Seconds later, Macaulay and Lucifer also began to experience the same chemical imbalance. Tommy turned to his family, sensing the tension, and was soon overwhelmed with snapshot images of his well-known coworker, Tony Plowman. “What’s happening, guys?” Nicole gasped.

“That’s the...” Corina whispered, pointing at Officer Plowman. “...guy who got angry at me at the Kum-N-Go gas station on Ronnie’s nineteenth birthday.” As the words left her mouth, Nicole gently lowered Corina’s hand before the revelation could cause trouble.

“You guys alright?” Officer Plowman asked loudly, stepping forward from the crowd. No one had heard Corina except her family, but the rest of the department noticed the dazed group.

“They’ll be fine,” Nicole spoke up. “We just...”

“Well, Officer DeClue,” Tony said, approaching Nicole with his hand outstretched. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen you.” As he moved toward her, Malachi threw up his arm to shield his wife, while Lucifer stepped forward, positioning himself between Tony and Nicole. Tony paused at the gesture.

“Guys,” Nicole said quietly. “It’s okay. Relax.” She reached between her husband and son to shake Tony’s hand.

“I’m sorry if I startled you,” Tony said, making eye contact with Lucifer and Malachi. “It’s just that Nicole was a great officer, and I enjoyed working with her.” His words seemed to ease the tension slightly.

“It was nice working with you too,” Nicole acknowledged. Despite her calm tone, the tension remained palpable as Lucifer and Malachi exchanged glances.

“Well, guys,” Chuck Kibby interrupted. “Let’s liven things up. This is Tony’s last day, and it’s almost 2043.” As he spoke, a light seemed to come on in Corina’s expression. “Now that’s more like it,” Chuck said, patting her on the shoulder. “Nice to see you here.”

“Thank you,” Corina replied, watching her children and grandchildren greet the other guests. “I just realized it’s been almost twenty-six years since I retired from this department.” The revelation was true, but it also served to diffuse some of the tension in the room. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Angel climbing onto Tommy’s back from a chair, his foot dangerously close to Tommy’s off-duty service weapon. *Careful, Angel...* she thought. *We don’t want any accidents.*

In response to Corina’s telepathic message, Angel leaned to the right to check if he had accidentally unsnapped the holster. Tommy, without breaking his conversation with Ronnie, quickly checked the snap with his hand.

“I’m just going to keep an eye on this guy,” Ronnie whispered, glancing at Officer Plowman.

“What’s going on?” Tommy asked quietly.

“This guy got loud and threatened Mom years ago at a gas station. It triggered a flood of images in Malachi’s and my minds—images of Mom’s fear. Just now, twenty years later, we experienced it all over again when Mom saw him. Instinctively, Lucifer and Macaulay felt and saw the same images.”

“That’s never happened to me before,” Tommy replied.

“Well, the first time something scares Lucifer, you’ll experience it too. And vice versa. If something frightens you, Lucifer will see through your eyes for that moment. It’s in our blood, Tommy.”

For the rest of the evening, everyone enjoyed chips, cookies, and refreshments as they mingled and got to know one another.

—-
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IT WAS AN UNUSUALLY hot summer as Mr. and Mrs. William Hall headed west on Interstate 80. Leaving their home in Michigan was something Tina had never imagined would happen. But as an employee for API Insulation in St. Paul, Minnesota—a job that required long stays away from home—Bill had decided that moving to Colorado would place him at a more central location for his work sites, allowing him more time at home with his wife. After much deliberation, Tina, who didn’t want to move away from her family, agreed to the move on the condition that they would take summer vacations to Mancelona, Michigan. “So... are we going to turn off onto Interstate 70?” Tina asked, as they debated whether to go through Denver.

“I don’t know,” William replied, glancing at his wife. He placed his right hand on her shoulder and checked the traffic ahead. “If the traffic we’re seeing now is any indication, I think we’re better off staying on 80 through Wyoming and then heading south through Baggs. That road leads directly into Craig, Colorado.”

They had left Mancelona early that morning, agreeing to drive no more than eight hours at a time before stopping for the night. Choosing the straighter route on Interstate 80 meant bypassing Interstate 70 shortly after Chicago. This route promised less traffic but would take about the same amount of time. Taking Interstate 70 would force them through Denver, over the mountains, and through the Eisenhower Tunnel before connecting to Interstate 40, which led into Craig.

As a registered nurse, Tina had been in contact with Craig’s The Memorial Hospital. Over the past month, she had submitted her resume online and, by a fortunate coincidence, received a phone call two days prior requesting an interview on July 6th. Their plan to arrive in Craig on July 4th seemed like perfect timing. “If we get settled in quickly enough, Bill, we might be able to watch the fireworks on our first night,” Tina said.

“At the Moffat County Fairgrounds,” Bill interjected. “I’m one step ahead of you, hun.” He turned to face her and stuck out his tongue playfully. Bill had long wished for a more central location for his job. He loved his wife and hated the long stretches away from home. The only downside to moving to Colorado was that Tina wouldn’t have her family nearby for support when he was gone—and, of course, the phone bills.

For both Tina and Bill, most things between them were in sync. This compatibility was why they had ultimately decided to marry. Before tying the knot, they had even agreed on how many children they wanted. “Four or five,” Bill had said. He wanted at least one daughter and one son. If that meant having a dozen boys before a daughter, or vice versa, so be it. Tina had agreed.

On their second day of travel, around midday, they came across a national memorial they couldn’t pass up: Mount Rushmore, on the western side of South Dakota. At the memorial, they watched a film about the area and marveled at the faces of Presidents Washington, Jefferson, Lincoln, and Theodore Roosevelt carved into the Black Hills. After their extended stay, Tina and Bill decided to drive just a little further, crossing into Wyoming, before stopping at a hotel for the night. Though they hadn’t driven much that day, they rewarded themselves for the distance they’d covered the previous day. “You know,” Tina called from the motel bathroom that evening, “if we leave around ten in the morning, we’ll arrive in Craig just in time for dinner.”

“And then watch the fireworks after we settle in,” Bill added, lying on the bed with the TV remote in hand.

—-

[image: ]


“HEY, LUCIFER! THROW it to me!” Angel shouted as he darted down the driveway. It wasn’t often the family played basketball, especially on the Fourth of July. Fortunately, this Independence Day started with an overcast sky, making it a perfect day for outdoor activities. The family had decided to take a break from their nocturnal lifestyle for the day, planning to spend it either at the city park pool or the high school pool.

“Here, Angel!” Lucifer called, jumping high enough to pass the ball over Macaulay’s head. At the peak of his jump, he launched the rubber ball about fifteen feet over Angel’s head. “Oops... sorry, Angel!” Before the words fully left his mouth, Angel soared twenty feet into the air, caught the ball, and dunked it into the net. Instantly, Macaulay, Lucifer, Tommy, and BobbyJon scanned the neighboring yards and windows, hoping no one had witnessed the feat. The only witness was Eddie, who immediately stepped out of the basement back door.

“Angel, come here, please,” Eddie called as he approached the driveway. He didn’t seem angry, but his concern was evident. As Angel stood beside him, Eddie placed a hand on the boy’s shoulder. “Hey, buddy, listen,” he whispered. “We really need to be careful about using our powers during the day. Someone could have seen you.”

“I know,” Angel said, looking down at his feet. “I just forgot. I’m sorry, Eddie.”

“I know you didn’t mean it,” Eddie replied, ruffling Angel’s hair. “Just be more careful, okay?”

“Hey, Eddie,” Tommy said, walking over to the two. “Would you take this into the house for me?” He pulled his service weapon, still in its holster, from behind his back. “Lucifer and I have our swim stuff in Macaulay’s car. I don’t plan to head back in anytime soon.”

“Yeah, I can do that,” Eddie said, securing the weapon under his arm. “How about you guys lock up the garage so we can head over to pick up Corina and Marie in a few minutes?” Mid-sentence, the boys’ attention was drawn to the driveway next door, where a blue minivan pulled in.

“Who’s that?” Macaulay wondered aloud. About a month earlier, the Bauers, the former residents of the house, had moved to Arizona. The Alberts had mentioned a newly married couple from Michigan would be moving in, but they’d made it sound like it wouldn’t happen until later in the summer.

“Don’t know,” Eddie answered. He turned back to Tommy. “Go ahead and lock up the garage. I’ll take your gun in and hurry the girls up.” With that, he glanced at the minivan once more before heading inside.

“Here, Angel,” Tommy called, walking toward the open garage door. “I’ll put the ball away.” Angel bounced the ball to Tommy, who shot it toward the hoop.

“That was just luck,” Angel said, smirking as the ball swished through the net.

“No, luck would’ve been if you’d made it in one shot,” Tommy teased, sticking out his tongue.

—-
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“WELL, GOOD, BILL. WE have at least one child for a neighbor,” Tina announced, looking across the street where a kid bounced a ball to an adult. “Looks like a Hispanic family.”

“Yeah, just keep in mind, honey, that’s not our child. We’ll have our own soon enough,” Bill joked as they stood on the front porch. He searched his pocket for the key the realtor had mailed them. Moments later, they stepped into their new home.

The dining room greeted them first, with the kitchen to the immediate left. They walked into the living room, which had a sliding glass door leading to the backyard. To their right, behind them, a set of stairs led to the upper level. “Well, this looks nice,” Bill said, turning to see Tina smiling at him. “Now all we have to do is wait for the moving truck.”

“And when is that?” Tina asked, her smile fading slightly.

Bill checked his watch and pressed a button on its side. “On the ninth.” Tina’s smile disappeared entirely.

—-
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TWO WEEKS LATER, ON July 19th, Dawndee and BobbyJon were preparing for bed. It was still early in the day, around two o’clock, when Dawndee suddenly doubled over in pain. “Dawndee!” BobbyJon shouted, jumping off the bed and rushing to her side as she collapsed near the bedroom door.

“Oh, Bobby,” Dawndee cried. “What’s happening to me?” BobbyJon knelt beside her, holding her tightly as they both felt a strange tightening sensation in her stomach.

“I don’t know,” BobbyJon said, panic rising in his voice. *Macaulay, Lucifer, Tommy... help! Something’s wrong with Dawndee!* Before he could finish the thought, doors slammed across the hall and downstairs. Macaulay burst into the room, dropping to his knees beside Dawndee.

“What’s wrong, Dawndee?” Macaulay asked urgently. His sister lay on her side, sweating and crying as she clutched her belly. *Dad... something’s wrong with Dawndee. Help us!* Macaulay’s shadow, cast on the floor, suddenly disappeared as the hallway light was blocked.

“What’s going on?” Lucifer and Tommy shouted from the doorway.

“I don’t know,” BobbyJon said, tears welling in his eyes. “She just doubled over in pain. I don’t know what’s wrong.” As he spoke, he leaned over Dawndee, trying to comfort her. Tommy turned on the bedroom light just as the sound of the kitchen’s sliding glass door opening echoed through the house.

“Dad!” Macaulay yelled. “In Dawndee’s room!”

—-
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AROUND 2:30 A.M., RONNIE, carrying his daughter in his arms, BobbyJon, Tommy, Lucifer, and Macaulay landed in the shadows along the north side of the hospital and entered through the emergency room doors. A nurse greeted them in the waiting room. “How can I help you?”

“Something’s wrong with my wife,” BobbyJon managed to say, holding Dawndee’s hand. “She... she just collapsed at home.”

“Just relax, sir,” the nurse said, gently touching Dawndee’s hand. “Follow me.” She led them down a hallway into an emergency room, where Ronnie laid Dawndee on a padded gurney. The nurse handed BobbyJon a clipboard with a pen. “Please fill this out as much as you can. The doctor will be here soon.” She turned her attention to Dawndee. “Okay, ma’am, where does it hurt the most?”

Though Dawndee was clutching her lower abdomen with both hands, she didn’t hesitate to answer the nurse’s question. “My tummy...” She held her breath for a moment, trying to speak through waves of pain. “My belly really hurts... and then...” She sobbed. “It’ll stop and then start again.” As the nurse listened, she noticed Dawndee’s belly tightening. Suddenly, Doctor Scott Kennedy walked into the room, looking as though he had just rolled out of bed. The nurse approached him, stood on her tiptoes, and whispered into his ear.

“Well, hello, Mr. DeClue,” the doctor said, glancing at Ronnie. There was no visible reaction from the doctor to the nurse’s whisper. Instead, he abruptly walked away from her and straight to Dawndee’s side. Without explanation, he pulled out his stethoscope, placed it just below Dawndee’s belly button, and listened for a few seconds. Then, he removed the stethoscope from his ears and visually examined her stomach, using his hands to measure the small frame of her hips. “Well, I’d be... Hey, guys,” Scott said, turning to grab a curtain beside the gurney. “I’m going to close this real quick. I need to examine her more thoroughly.”

“Can my husband stay, please?” Dawndee asked between tears.

“Of course he can,” the doctor replied, pulling the curtain completely around them. “Now, Dawndee, I need you to remove your clothes and put this apron on,” he said, handing a blue scrub-colored apron to BobbyJon. “I’ll be right back.” With that, the doctor turned and walked out. As his footsteps faded, BobbyJon and Dawndee exchanged a look. Bobby handed her the apron.

—-
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“HELLO,” BELINDA ANSWERED the phone. She had been expecting the call after Ronnie was abruptly called away for an emergency involving their daughter.

“Hey, Mom, it’s Macaulay.”

“Oh, hi, son. What’s happening?” Belinda and Ronnie had planned to watch *M.A.S.H.* on TV that night. It had been nearly seventy-five years since the show first aired, but Marie spoke of it as if it were yesterday.

“We don’t know yet. Doctor Kennedy is doing an exam right now...”

“Well, Macaulay, tell me what happened at home.”

“I... I don’t really know, Mom,” Macaulay said, trying to answer quickly. He knew his mom must be scared. He remembered an incident in high school when he had fainted outside the school building. His parents had been terrified when they learned he’d been taken away by an ambulance. “All I know is that I woke up suddenly from an E.S.P. message from BobbyJon. He said something was wrong with Dawndee. When I went into their room...”

—-
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“OKAY, DAWNDEE,” THE doctor said as he reentered the room. Dawndee had changed into the light blue scrubs as instructed. “I need you to prop your feet into these stirrups,” he said, pointing to the footrests under the edge of the gurney. She followed his direction as he sat on a stool between her legs. A female nurse draped a sheet over Dawndee’s legs, forming a tent. “Oh my God...” the doctor mumbled quietly.

“What?” BobbyJon blurted out.

“Hey, Tina, come here,” the doctor called to the nurse. Moments later, both the nurse and Doctor Kennedy peered under the sheet, their jaws dropping. “Mr. and Mrs. Southern... I hope you’re prepared for this... because I’m just as shocked as you are.”

“Doctor Kennedy...” Dawndee pressed. “What is it?”

“You’re...” He paused, standing up. “You’re not only very pregnant... you’re also about to deliver.”

“But... but Doctor...” BobbyJon stuttered. “How can that...”

“I’m pregnant?” Dawndee screeched.

“She’s... she’s pregnant?” BobbyJon whispered, sinking into a padded chair as if he might collapse.

“And, like I said,” the doctor continued, “you’re going to deliver any minute now.” The fact was, Dawndee didn’t even look pregnant, much less ready to give birth. Her waistline, which hadn’t grown more than what could be mistaken for bloating, was only about thirty-six inches. Her breasts, naturally large since her freshman year, showed no signs of change. Both BobbyJon and Dawndee were in shock, staring at the doctor and nurse.

“You’re feeling labor pains, Mrs. Southern,” the nurse said as the young couple continued to stare. “I’m going to move you to the delivery room. Go ahead and put your legs down.” Without a word, Dawndee complied, still holding BobbyJon’s hand. Seconds later, the gurney began to move out of the emergency room.

“Honey...” Dawndee said, gripping Bobby’s hand. “Go tell my dad what’s going on so he won’t worry.”

“Alright... just hold on a minute,” BobbyJon said, reluctantly letting go of her hand. For a moment, he stood there, watching the gurney roll away. *I’m about to be a father?*

—-
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IT WAS AROUND 3:20 a.m., and Ronnie was growing increasingly worried. No one had updated him on Dawndee’s condition. Macaulay had tried to find out by going back into the emergency room, but he returned to the waiting room, saying Dawndee and BobbyJon were no longer there. Just as Ronnie decided he would find out one way or another, BobbyJon appeared around the corner. “What’s happening?” Ronnie gasped.

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” BobbyJon said, walking up to Ronnie. He looked flushed and paused before continuing.

“What do you mean, Bobby?” Ronnie asked, his face etched with concern. Macaulay stood up, placing a gentle hand on BobbyJon’s shoulder.

“Dawndee...” BobbyJon paused, looking into Ronnie’s eyes. “Dawndee is pregnant... and she’s about to give birth right now.” As the words left his mouth, BobbyJon almost cringed at how unbelievable it sounded. Ronnie and Macaulay stared back in shock, the tension palpable through Macaulay’s grip on BobbyJon’s shoulder.

“Pregnant?” Ronnie asked, images of his wife during pregnancy flashing through his mind. “How could she...”

“Be pregnant?” Macaulay finished for his father. He had seen his sister just before they went to bed. The idea of nine months of pregnancy happening in two hours was unimaginable. “She can’t be pregnant... that would be...”

“I know what you’re saying, Macaulay,” BobbyJon said, looking to his left. “But right now, the doctor is saying she’s full term.” He turned back to Ronnie. “I’m going back in there. I’ll keep you updated.” With that, he turned and walked away.

—-
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IT FELT LIKE BOBBYJON had been gone a long time before he finally returned to the delivery room. Dawndee and he had agreed that her father should know what was happening. Now, as BobbyJon redressed in scrubs, he hurried to his wife’s side. “Honey...” Dawndee said, looking up at him. “It hurts so much...” She let go of the bed rail and took Bobby’s hand. “Please make it stop.”

“Hey, Dawndee,” the nurse said, walking in behind BobbyJon. “We’re going to take care of the pain right now, honey. Just hold on.” She quickly injected morphine into an IV connected to Dawndee’s right hand.

The morphine took effect almost instantly. Dawndee, who had just pleaded with her husband to stop the pain, was now feeling nothing at all. Her expression of agony turned to one of euphoria as she stared at BobbyJon, her mouth slightly open. “It’s alright, Dawndee,” BobbyJon said, holding her hand.

“Okay, Dawndee,” Doctor Kennedy said, positioning himself between her legs. “When I say so, I want you to push as hard as you can. Alright?”

“Alright...” Dawndee responded with a wide smile. “I’ll push as hard as I can.”

“Uh, Tina...” the doctor said quietly, motioning for the nurse to come closer. “How much morphine did you give her?” Before the nurse could answer, Dawndee’s abdomen tightened again. “Alright, Dawndee...” He regained eye contact. “Push hard.”

—-
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“WELL, DAD, WHAT DO you want me to tell Mom?” Macaulay asked as he sat back down. Ronnie hadn’t said much since BobbyJon left. His face was clouded with confusion as too much information flooded his mind all at once.

Looking back at his son, Ronnie stared at the twenty-year-old for a moment before answering. “Nothing... I’ll call her this time.” With that, he pulled his cell phone out of his front pocket.

Of everything happening, the biggest thing weighing on Ronnie’s mind was how he was quickly becoming a grandfather. The obvious differences between himself, Malachi, and their father were now glaringly apparent. Ronnie knew well that, for vampires, males stop visually aging at twenty-one, while females continue to age at half the rate of normal humans. After turning twenty-one, females count their birthdays but age visually at half the human rate, meaning they die around two hundred years old. Meanwhile, male vampires, as long as they harvest, live eternally, never appearing a day over twenty-one. In short, it would look to others like a twenty-one-year-old was about to become a grandfather.

“Hello,” Belinda answered, seeing Ronnie’s number on the caller ID. Moments earlier, she had spoken to their son.

“Hey, honey,” Ronnie responded. “Are you sitting down by any chance?”

“Uh... should I be?” Belinda countered.

“Yeah... I think you might want to sit down for this one,” Ron said, covering his mouth with his free hand.

“Oh my God, honey... what’s wrong?” Belinda’s worry grew as her husband’s words sank in.

“Nothing bad, Belinda,” Ron said quickly. “Something good... but also very surprising.”

“Okay, honey... please tell me.”

“Belinda... you and I are about to become grandparents,” Ron said bluntly. Instantly, he felt as though he’d accidentally disconnected the call as silence fell on the other end. He could no longer hear his wife’s breathing. “Honey... are you still there?”

“Yeah... grand... grandparents?” Belinda said in a quiet voice.

“Grandparents... it’s true, honey,” Ron continued, fighting back his emotions.

—-
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SHORTLY AFTER GOING to the hospital to ensure Dawndee was okay, Lucifer and Tommy returned home. As it neared four in the morning, they considered waking Eddie and Angel to tell them what was happening but decided against it. There was no need for two more people to be awake and worrying. *Uncle Ronnie...* Lucifer thought clearly. *What’s happening?*

*Your little cousin, Dawndee, is about to become a mother,* Ronnie responded immediately. Standing up abruptly, he turned to his son. “Macaulay... I’ll be right back.” As Ronnie headed out of the waiting room in the direction BobbyJon had gone, he continued his thought to Lucifer. *Lucifer, we’ll let you know when we’re done here... okay, buddy?*

*Okay, Uncle Ronnie,* Lucifer answered. Reaching over to Tommy, who sat close to him on their mattress, he lightly hugged the twenty-four-year-old and whispered in his ear. “Tommy... my uncle says Dawndee is giving birth.”

Tommy turned to look at Lucifer, his face etched with confusion. “She wasn’t pregnant... was she?” He stared at Lucifer, waiting for a response.

“Well... I didn’t think so... I don’t know,” Lucifer said, his expression turning serious. “We’ve... we’ve gotta move, Tom,” he added, realizing the impact a baby would have on the household.
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